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attending the sessions of the League of Nations,
and by Professors from Oxford, Cambridge and
other Universities and some famous authors also.
The lectures were interesting, but apart from that,
they gave us the chance of meeting all types of peo-
ples from all parts of the world.

During week-ends the school organised excur-
sions and often Jawahar and I accompanied the
others when Kamala's health permitted our leaving
her. On one of these excursions we had decided to
go to a mountain called the Col de Voza. We were a
very merry party, mostly Americans and Swiss.
Jawahar, a Sindhi student and I were the only
Indians. Our Sindhi friend was a bit of a fop,
always meticulously dressed and aware of it too.
The rest of us put on breeches and pullovers and
thick hob-nailed boots, but our friend the Sindhi
(he is a high I.C.S. official now somewhere in India)
came dressed in smart tweeds with posh shoes on!
We went by train, then by funiculiar and then start-
ed to climb towards our destination. After a couple
of hours of stiff climbing, we were confronted by
rain, sleet and snow and got thoroughly drenched.
Our Sindhi friend had had a tough time trying to
climb as his shoes kept slipping every now and then,
not being equal to the strain of mountaineering.
Jawahar who never went out on excursions unless
he was well equipped with bandages, iodine and
other necessary articles suddenly brought out a pair
of rope-soled shoes and gave it to our friend. That
helped him somewhat out of his difficulties.

After walking for another hour soaked to the
skin, we came across a hot and sunny patch of
mountain side covered with fresh snow. Though
very tired the sight of fresh snow proved too tempt-
ing for some of our party including Jawahar. In
batches of two's and three's they sat one behind
the other and kept sliding down the slope again